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[~~ JETTY ANN and her grandmother were sitting close to: 
gether, one evening, before the big fireplace, watching the 
warm, red flames shoot up, and feeling how very warm and 
comfortable they were. Now Betty Ann’s grandmother 
knew all the faires by name, it seemed, and tonight her 
eyes looked as if she were seeing fairies in the warm, red 
flames. But Betty Ann was thinking how near Valentine’s day it was. 
Very softly, grandmother said in her best story telling way, 
“Betty Ann, have you ever heard of the Valentine Law?” 
““No—o!”’ said Betty Ann. “Do tell me, grandmother.” 
“Well,” said grandmother, “‘it' was a very long time ago that a 
very tiny little fairy discovered a law or fact that every one should 
know and follow. And the little fairy found that the law was always 
right in her own heart and thoughts. ‘This is how it happened. 
“One Valentine day, old St. Valentine found he had so much to 
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do he must call in help or he would never reach all the earth people 
on time. Going to the east window of his big Valentine House, he 
called three times, ‘Fairies! Fairies! Fairies!’ Then he opened wide 
his doors, for no sooner had he called the first time than he could hear 
the fairies coming, and soon his house was filled with them. 

“Well,” said old St. Valentine, ‘how glad.I am to see so many 
of you. Now, who of you will be busy today >” 

“A few of the fairies said they would, so St. Valentine told 
them they need not stay. But to the rest of the fairies, he said, ‘Little 
fairies, you are all good. Today I want you to help me shower valen- 
tines on the earth people. Before any one fairy can carry even one 
tiny valentine, he must fly to earth and find out the Valentine Law.’ 

“Then all the little fairies looked very much puzzled. Who 
ever heard of a Valentine Law, and where and how should they 
find it? But because they wanted to help old St. Valentine, each 
fairy promised to try its best, and then flew away to earth. 

“One of the little fairies wished very earnestly to know the 
Valentine Law. She determined to try ever so hard. But where 
could she find it? She wondered if it were hidden some place, or if 
some one had it. 

“Just then she saw a little white kitten playing catch with the 
snow flakes. “There,” she thought, ‘I do not like kittens, but I will ask 
this kitten. Maybe he will know.’ So she said, “White kitten, stop 
playing, and tell me, if you can, where I shall find the Valentine Law, 
and what it is.’ ; 

“**Meow! Meow!’ said the white kitten, ‘you are much too cross 
to find the Valentine Law. But look deep into my heart, and you 
shall see it.” 

“The little fairy looked, but all that it could see was sweet red 
rays of love. 

“**Now,’ said the white kitten, ‘listen to my thoughts.’ 

“The little fairy listened, and all the kitten’s thoughts were loving 
thoughts of others. But the fairy didn’t see the Valentine Law, so she 
flew away. To herself she kept saying, “Where can I find the Valen- 
tine Law, and what is it?’ 

“Just then she saw a yellow puppy. ‘Well,’ she thought, ‘I do 
not like a yellow puppy, but I will ask him, anyway.’ So she said, 
‘Yellow puppy, listen to me. Can you tell me where I can find the 
Valentine Law, or what it is?’ 

*** Bow—wow!’” said the yellow puppy; ‘you must like me 
before I can tell you how to find the Valentine Law. Once you have 
found it, then you will know what it is.’ 

“*But where is it, yellow puppy?” asked the fairy. 
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“Then the yellow puppy told the fairy to look into his heart, and 
listen to his thoughts. So the little fairy looked deep into the yellow 
puppy’s heart, but all that she could see were bright red rays of love. 
Then she listened to the yellow puppy’s thoughts, but all that she 
could hear were loving thoughts of every living thing. 

“Still the little fairy hadn’t found the Valentine Law, and she 
didn’t know what it was. So she flew away to a little girl and boy. 
“Now, maybe they will tell me,’ she thought. ‘I will ask them. If I 
ask them kindly, perhaps they will tell me more than the white kitten 
or the yellow puppy.’ So she said, “Please, little girl and boy, do you 
know where I can find the Valentine Law? Do you know what it is?’ 

*““*Yes, yes,” answered the little girl and boy; ‘you must find it 
in your own heart and in your own thoughts.’ 

“But the little fairy was puzzled, so the little girl and boy told 
her to look deep into their hearts, and she should see the Valentine 
Law. The fairy then looked, but all she saw were warm rays of love 
for everything and for all God’s living creatures. Then they told her 
to listen to their thoughts. All the little fairy could hear were loving 
thoughts. Still, the little fairy thought she didn’t know the Valentine 
Law and that she hadn’t found it. 

“At last the little fairy sat down to think where could she find 
the Valentine Law and what it really was. As she sat thinking, she 
thought of the white kitten, the yellow puppy, and the little girl and 
boy. She remembered each one had told her the same thing to do, 
and when she had looked deep into their hearts, she had seen only 
warm rays of love. When she listened to their thoughts, she had heard 
only loving thoughts. 

** “Well,” said the little fairy, ‘I wonder what my heart is like, and 
what kind of thoughts I have for others.’ 

“At this, the little fairy looked deep into her own heart, but 
instead of finding warm rays of love, she found her heart was cold. 
When she listened to her own thoughts, they were not good thoughts 
for others. Then the little fairy felt her heart jump, for she thought 
she had found the Valentine Law. 

** ‘Oh,’ said the little fairy, ‘I know where to find the Valentine 
Law! It is in the heart. I know what it is. It is love for all God’s 
living creatures. I shall love! love! love! every one of them.’ 

“As the little fairy spoke, she felt her heart grow warm with 
red rays of love, and her thoughts turn to loving thoughts for others. 

** ‘Now I will ask the white kitten, the yellow puppy, and the 
little girl and boy, if I have not found the Valentine Law and if I 
do not know what it is.’ 

“Then she flew away to the white kitten, the yellow puppy, and 
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the little girl and boy. ‘Oh,’ sang the little fairy, ‘will you please tell 
me if I have not found the Valentine Law?’ 

“Then the white kitten, the yellow puppy, the little girl and 
boy, looked deep into the little fairy’s heart, and sure enough, all 
that they could see were warm, red rays of love. When they listened 
—— thoughts, all that they could hear were loving thoughts of 
others. 

3 ““*You surely have found the Valentine Law, little fairy,’ they 

said. 
“Then the little fairy flew back to old St. Valentine. All the other 

“03 were there, too, but none of them had found the Valentine 
w. 

“* “Oh, St. Valentine,’ the little fairy sang as she kissed his hand, 
‘I know where to find the Valentine Law, and what it is!’ 

“Well, do tell us,” smiled St. Valentine. 

“*Tell us! Tell us!’ cried the other fairies. 

Well,” said the little fairy, ‘the Valentine Law is love for all 
God’s living creatures, and it is found deep in one’s own heart. And 
every one can find the Valentine Law if first of all he will always 
love all God’s people and every living creature.’ 

“*As the little fairy finished speaking, the fairies all looked into 
their own hearts, and listened to their own thoughts, and then they 
said, ‘I love! love! love! all God’s people, and every living creature.’ 

“Then they, too, knew the Valentine Law and where to find! it, 
and the fairies sang and sang, “Ihe Valentine Law is love, and it is 
found in the heart and thoughts.’ 


“Old St. Valentine was so pleased that he found a way for every 
one of the fairies to help him.” 


MY TIME TABLE 


Sixty seconds make a minute, 
How much good can I do in it? 
Sixty minutes make an hour, 

All the good that’s in my power; 
Twenty hours and four, a day, 
Time to sleep and work and play; 
Days, three hundred sixty-five, 
Make a year for me to strive 
Bright good things each day to do, 
That I wise may grow and true. 


—Selected. 
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am Gray House 


cal the End of the Lane 
by Elizabeth E PettinQer. 


—— HE LITTLE gray house at the end of the lane was clean 
and fresh from top to bottom, not a fleck of dust, not a cob- 
veb to be seen, not a dish nor a chair out of place. Fay 
and Pat stood at the front door, hand in hand, tired, di- 
sheveled but happy and satisfied with their task completed. 
Ee at “Tt’s all done now, and oh, Miss Fay, isn’t it lovely! 
It’s just like in stories when ‘they got married and lived happy ever 
after. We’re all through working and now, all we have to do is be 
happy.” 
“T was just thinking of that same thing myself, Pat,” sighed Fay, 
sinking wearily down on the porch step and drawing the little girl with 
her. “The house is shipshape and ready, but ready for what? We've 
worked hard to restore this little old place to its former condition of 
neatness and order, and now it ought to be used, but how? When 
people are married the ‘living happily ever after’ depends entirely upon 
what and how they live, don’t you see? It isn’t the end of things, it’s 
only the beginning!” 

“T’ve never been married, so I don’t know,” acknowledged Pat, 
regretfully, * ‘but it’s always the end in stories.’ 

““There’s where real stories and book stories differ, honey, and 
this little gray house of ours is a real story, and we'll have to find a 
real ending for it. I mustn’t impose upon good Mrs. John any longer, 
but I must look after myself from now on, and oh, Pat, no one knows 
better than I how helpless a creature I am! Just look at me; I never 
was so dirty in my life! — I don’t even know how to take a bath without 
hot water and a porcelain tub! Look at my hands—they’re grimy.” 

“But the house is clean,”” reminded Pat. 

“Yes,” laughed Fay, “‘and we both look as though we'd used 
ourselves for floor mops, and my nose and throat feel as if there is as 
much dust on the inside of me as on the outside. And hungry! my 
word, I’m so hungry I could eat an elephant. I’m sure I shall never be 
clean and well fed again in this life!” 

“T couldn’t eat an elephant, but I could eat a pile of bread and 
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They sat at the kitchen table, . . . and devoured bread and jam, cake 
and pie, like two hungry young animals. 
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jam as big as one. Let’s go and eat some of those things Mrs. John 
sent over in that basket—I saw all sorts of goodies in it.” Pat stood 
up and stretched her tired little legs. She was certainly a subject for 
the bathtub. ‘“‘Mummie said for me to be sure and put on my fresh 
dress before we had our tea, but I’m so hungry!” 

“Decency says ‘wash,’ but the animal inside of me says ‘eat’ 
first,”” announced Fay, following Pat’s example in getting to her feet 
and stretching her full length. She, too, needed soap and water and 
clean garments. “I'll leave it with you, Pat—shall we eat or wash?” 

Pat’s eyes had wandered to the fringe of willows skirting the op- 
posite field. She knew that beneath the willows Clear Brook rippled 
and laughed on its way to the river. She wasn’t allowed to go to the 
river, but the brook was shallow and she often went alone to wade in 
the soft rippling water and splash about in the deeper pools. She 
turned to Fay, “Will you do just what I say?” 

“‘Anything in reason.” 

““Let’s get tea all ready, and then before we eat let’s go down to 
the brook and take a bath. Under the big oak there’s a pool all shut in 
by willows, and—” 

“Oh, I know, I know!” interrupted Fay; “I’ve been there a 
thousand times. It’s a wonderful idea, Pat. WHlurry, let’s get some 
bath robes and be off!” 

Fay and Pat speedily forgot they had ever been tired and dirty! 
Could they have as easily forgotten their hunger, the moments spent 
in the refreshing, invigorating water would have lengthened into hours. 
What a splashing frolic they had beneath the willows in the shade of 
the big oak! Clean and rested, they slipped bath robes over their 
dripping garments and made their way across the meadow, back to 
the house. 

Fay, in a soft white frock and pink ribbons, poured the tea (hot 
water with cream and sugar, for Pat), and Pat, in a fresh pink check- 
ered ‘mother-hubbard,” served the plates. They sat at the kitchen 
table, neatly covered with white oilcloth, and devoured bread and jam, 
cake and pie, like two hungry young animals. 

~ “This is ‘living happy ever after,’ ”” sighed Pat with satisfaction, 
helping herself to another cooky. 

““Yes, of course it is, but Mrs. John’s basket can’t hold out for- 
ever against two such appetites as ours! I must depend upon myself, 
Pat, if I am to stay here any length of time; we must learn to make 
cookies, not eat what other people make. Those soiled clothes must 
all be washed and ironed and mended and—and—well, Pat, I don’t 
like to confess it, but I don’t know how to do those things and—and 
I’m not altogether sure I want to know. I want to be happy and enjoy 
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myself, and I have money enough to pay to have these things done for 
me. This little house is a dear, but I am used to pressing a button and 
having my things brought to me. Why should I spend time in drudg- 
ery?” 

The discussion had gotten beyond Pat’s comprehension, so she 
just munched cookies and listened to Fay, who continued, ““Today’s 
the day of the big tennis tournament at Westover, and I was to have 
worn that pretty striped skirt and jacket you like so much; we were to 
have had tea on the lawn after the games; there will be music and 
dancing, and when it is real dark there will be fire works. You should 
see the colored lights on the water, Pat, and the showers of stars out 
over the boats anchored in the river! I should have gone back to the 
hotel tonight in a machine, with my arms full of flowers, and—and 
here I am, washing dishes and lighting a coal oil lamp in a house that 
hasn’t even a bathtub!” 

“And would you have been very happy and enjoyed yourself 
very much?” asked Pat drying the teacups, but with her mind upon 
the gay scenes Fay had painted for her, “Would you have been very 
happy?” 

““No, I’d have been bored to death!’’ Fay’s serious mood changed 
to a gay one, “I wouldn’t have had half as much fun as I’ve had today! 
I’d have been bored because I'm used to those things, and there would 
have been nothing new about it.” 

““And weren’t you happy when you came to this little house the 
other morning—the morning you first found me under the maple with 
my paper dolls>”’ 

ay grew very serious. “No, Pat, I was very unhappy, and 
that very morning I made up my mind that I must do something or be 
something other than I have been. I was sick of all those lights and the 
music, those pretty clothes and hothouse flowers. I didn’t know where 
to go or what to do, but I knew I could not go on as I had been going.’ 

Fay straightened the last cup on the shelf, then, with her arm 
around Pat’s shoulder, they went out through the kitchen door. On 
the back steps they sat and watched the sun go down, through a sea 
of gold and crimson clouds. The sleepy bird voices came to them from 
the trees overhead, and from afar the tinkle of silver cow bells, and 
from farther still, the faint whistle of a locomotive. 

“T was on the car on my way to the Westover tournament,” Fay 
took up the conversation where she had left off, “‘and I was thinking 
of all these. things when—I don’t know what made me do it, for, Pat, 
I haven't really prayed for years, but I just put my head on my hands 
and whispered, all to myself, “Please, God, show me the way,’ and | 
felt half ashamed of it; I don’t know why. But from that moment | 
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seemed to feel things were going to be right. The very next moment 
the conductor called out this town, and I suddenly found myself want- 
ing to look at the old home; before I could think, I was off the car. 
And I’ve been truly happy for one whole week!” 

““And now we're going to ‘live happy ever after,’ aren’t we?” 
Pat was growing very sleepy. 

“That depends upon what we do and how we do it! But come, 
child, you ought to be in bed; there’re lots of other days for us to talk 
it over.” 

Pat was asleep before her head touched the pillow. Tired as 
Fay was, she lay awake thinking over the events of the week, and her 
last words, quietly whispered, were, “Please, God, show me the way.” 


(To be continued.) 


DISOBEDIENCE 
EsTHER SHIPLEY 


There was once a little girl named Elise. It was drawing near 
Christmas. Her mother had bought her a beautiful new wax doll. 
Elise didn’t know about this doll. One day her mother went out. 
She told Elise not to go near the closet, as she wanted to surprise her. 
Elise didn’t know what to play. She wondered what was in the 
closet. Att last, she went to the closet and opened the big box and 
vlayed with the doll. After a while when Elise thought it was about 
time for her mother to come home, she went to put the doll away. 
She tripped and fell and got the doll’s clothes all dirty. She didn’t 
know what to do, but she finally put dolly away in her soiled dress. 
When Christmas came, Elise’s mother found the doll all dirty. She 
asked her little daughter who did it, but Elise said she didn’t know. 
But after a time she told her mother the whole truth. Elise never 
forgot about the doll, and when she became a grandmother, she told 
this story to her grandchildren. Then she said, “Never tell a false- 
hood nor be disobedient.” 


A QUEER TABLE 


I wish to tell you of a very queer table. In the first place, it is 
several hundred years old and yet it is as good as new—just as sound 
and strong as ever. No, it is not iron, and yet | can’t see how it can 
ever wear out. It is not used for breakfast, dinner or any meal. It 
came all the way from Arabia, and it is ornamented with many figures. 
We do not know who made it, but we do know that it is a very useful 
table, and we call it ‘““The Multiplication Table.” —Selected. 
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party this month, for we are all interested in valentines, 
and especially in valentine parties. But you must decide 

@ || upon where it will be and what it is to be like. Just come 
ty = up close around my desk here, and we will talk it over. 

a Girls like valentine parties, so we will ask Mary to 
say where she thinks will be the best place. 

“Where do you suggest, Mary >” 

“California, because I have always wanted to go there.” 

“Yes, and so have I,”’ says Joe, and besides, it is warm there, 
like it was in Florida last month.” 

Of course, we can have our parties in cold countries, too, for we 
are not afraid of the cold. But I like California myself, and if all 
agree, California shall be the place. 

““We all agree,” comes the response. Isn’t it wonderful how we 
all agree, each time? We all want to do the same thing at the same 
time. Now, how shall we travel, this time? The words are scarcely 
out of my mouth when Harold says, “By aeroplane.” 

That’s right; we haven’t traveled by aeroplane yet, have we? 
That will help make it interesting. So we will gather a fleet of 
aeroplanes at once. From the East, we will meet over Kansas City, 
and then fly across Kansas, Colorado, Utah, Nevada and California, 
down near to Los Angeles. From the North and South the rest will 
join us, and by the time we get to Los Angeles (the city of angels), 
the people there will think that the angels are really coming. 

Finally, landing on a broad level stretch near the mountains, 
we will climb out, and our party has begun. Without delay we head 
for the forests and mountains, until we are thoroughly enthused with 
this wonderful fairyland. On and on we go, until we are lost from the 
outside world in the very heart of the trees and mountains. 


I T GOES without saying that we will have a valentine 
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“*That sounds like valentine party talk, Peter Pan,” says Mary. 

““How is that?” 

““Why, weren’t you talking about the heart of the woods >” 

“Right you are, Mary.” And, by the way, that is not a bad 
idea for a valentine party, is it> We see pictures of hearts everywhere, 
we read poems about hearts, and some people think and talk about 
other people’s hearts. But the idea of finding the heart of the woods 
and mountains for a valentine, is rather new, I'll venture. The heart 


of nature is like the heart of God, when we get acquainted with it. 
It is full of love for us all the time, and to realize this we have but 
to love it. To be sure, we love to romp and play, run and climb, but 
somehow there is no other way to get real close to the heart of nature 
like getting still. 

When once we find the heart of nature, it is just one step more to 
find the very heart of God. You, know God is not so different from 
nature, only just lots more. Let’s get real still now, and see if we 
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cannot really find the heart of nature and God. It is so full of 
warmth, of life, of love, that it seems to take us right in. Let’s just 
be real still now, and think, “I am in the very heart of God.” 

Now that we know more about the heart of nature and God, 
and that they are not two hearts, but one, we know that we can join 
ourselves to this heart any time, and that we can never be really sep- 
arate from it. This valentine will stay with us always. Other valen- 
tines come and go. 

Now, you know that the Peter Pan Club members are not fully 
happy until we share our joys with others, and I am going to tell you 
how we can share this new joy. 

Aeroplanes carried us here, didn’t they? Well our thoughts 
carry our feelings, just as the aeroplanes carried us. So you see we 
can divide our valentine spirit with everybody, and send a thought of 
the heart of God to all the world. I am going to tell you how to make 
a Peter Pan Valentine which will be a symbol of our thought as it 
goes out all over the world, sharing the great heart of God. 

Take a piece of cardboard 8 inches long, and cut it like figure |. 
Take another piece of the same length, fold over one side 1'/2 inches, 
and cut like figure 2. When this piece is open, it will look like figure 
3. Then fold the two pieces marked B, and mount on first piece like 
figure 4. It is nice to use colored cardboard. Then take red paper 
and cut out some hearts, pasting them on your little aeroplane in any 
way you wish. 

If you wish, you may cut a little notch in the bottom of the body, 
and shoot it through the air with a rubber band stretched between 
your fingers. 

All that remains now is to write a verse upon it, and our valentine 
is complete. I think every boy and girl can write his or her own verse, 
but I'll tell you what I am writing on mine. Here it is: 

Our every thought on airy wing 

Bears the message of songs we sing, 

Or joys or sorrows, be what they may 

To bless or darken someone’s way. 

So a thought of love to all I bring 

And trust that from you the same will spring, 
As flowers growing from grassy sod, 

Till the race is one in the heart of God. 

Now let’s each make a Peter Pan Valentine, write this verse on 
it, and then send our valentines all over the world. We will climb up 
on this high mountain above us, and send them out in every direction. 

Then up we go, till soon the whole mountain top is crowned with 
Peter Pan boys and girls. With one accord we start our aeroplane 
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plane Valentines out, carrying our 
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valentines out, carrying our message to every part of the world. 

We will never forget that with every thought, we are sending out 
some kind of an aeroplane to carry a message of some sort to those 
about us. After this we will be very careful to send out only those 
that carry a Peter Pan message—a message of cheer, of joy, of love 
and good will. 

After a good look at the wonderful scenery of California, we 
run down the mountain side toward our aeroplanes, ready for our 
home flight. 

““Peter Pan, I am hungry,” says Harold. 

“So am I,” “So am I,”’ comes singing from a hundred voices. 

“And we didn’t bring anything to eat, what shall we do?’ say 
others. 

California is the land of plenty, and we did not need to bring 
food. Just look! There are oranges; over there are pecans. In 
* fact, on every side is something to eat. 

So, after arranging with the fruit growers, we have a wonderful 
feast from nature’s storehouse, then return home to see how much 
happier our valentines make everybody. 


LITTLE STAR 


Good-night, little star! 

I will go to my bed, 
And leave you to burn 

While I lay down my head. 
On my pillow I'll sleep 

Till the morning light; 
Then you will be fading, 

And I shall be bright. 
—Selected. 


NORTH AND SOUTH 


The little boys in Labrador 
Would stare if they should see 

A crop of yellow oranges, 
Growing on a tree. 


The little boys in Florida 
Declare they’d like to know 
How balls are made 
And walls are made 
Of watery stuff like snow. 
—Youth’s Companion. 


DOLLY'S FROCK 
W). WILL now make Dolly a frock! We need some soft, 


white material, some ribbon, some lace, a No. 8 needle, 
and No. 50 white thread. We will also need a tape meas- 


Se ure, and if you have not one of your very own, ask mother 


S|! to lend you hers. 


be The first thing to do is.to read carefully both this les- 
son and the January lesson, as this dress is designed so that we may use 
the stitches that we have already learned. 

Take your tape measure and measure your dolly from the 
shoulders to just below the hips. This will give you the length of the 
waist of the dress. As the waist of this dress is in one piece, the length 
of the material must be twice the length of the measurement from 
shoulder to hip. To cut the waist, fold the material lengthwise, and 
lay the center front of the waist pattern on the fold, which will bring 
the lower edges, front and back, straight with the raw edges of the 
material. Pin the pattern and material together to keep them smooth 
and straight while cutting out. (See the waist sketch.) After you 
have cut around the pattern, cut out the neck; be sure to make the 
notches as shown on the pattern, then cut through the center back from 
the neck to lower edge. Now turn, baste, and hem the back opening 
and the ends of the sleeves. Hem the lace on the sleeves. (This is 
sometimes called “whipping” instead of “hemming.” See hemming 
sketch.) Join the under arms in a neat French seam, matching the 


notches. Now, take a good look at the pattern sketch and see where 
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Out of the South, on flashing wing, 
Two love birds come in early spring. 
The Happyhopper men all try 

To keep the birds from passing by. 
The one who catches the swift pair 
Presents them to a lady fair, 

Who, for a whole year wears the sign, 


My Lady of the Valentine.” 
The day had come; the birds arrived, 


And each fine gentleman contrived 
To take the stand he deemed most sure 
The pretty love birds to allure. 

The Prince, the Court, the Squire, was there 
Each in the quest to do his share. 
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And with the rest, a small boy 
came 


For his first trial in the game. 


The genial youngster Joyfuljoke 
Was favorite with all the folk. 
It made one happy just to see. 


A boy so blithe and kind as he. 


As large as apricots his eyes, 


q 


And large his heart for twice his size; 
His head was large; his ample mouth 
Smiled from the North down to the South. 
With all his size in all these ways, 

I've pondered it for many days, 

But still, I can't explain at all 

Why Joyfuljoke should be so small. 
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The boy, with all his eager heart, 


Resolved to do a hero's part. 


The birds flew out; each eager man 
Rushed toward them, and the hunt began. 
By trick or speed, each did his best 

To catch the two and win the test. 


The Prince threw up his silken glove 
To snare the messengers of love; 

The glove fell short, they forward sped 
A full arm's length above his head. 


The Squire climbed upa slanting rock, 
Threw out his hand, their way to block. 
His feet slipped off, and in a slump 
Down came the gallant Jollyjump. 


Now all the Happy- 
hoppers chased; 
They leaped and 


bounded, ran and 
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They hurried fast and faster still, 

They went by vale, they went by hill; 

- They waved their kerchiefs, cast their clogs, 
They plunged through streams, jumped over logs; 
But swifter than their feet could flee, 

The winging love birds floated free. 


So short was he, so swift the pace, 
Young Joyfuljoke lost in the race. 
But, trotting nimbly to one side, 

He spread his slender arms out wide; 


The love birds wheeled around the band, 


Came down, and lit upon his hand. 


The watching ladies cheered aloud, 
The stately courtiers lowly bowed, 
As Joyfuljoke, with shining eyes, 
Bore tenderly his lovely prize, 
And, kneeling with what grace he 
could, 


Gave to the Princess Gladandgood. 
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the notches indicate gathers. It is across the front, at both the neck 
and the belt. Measure the neck and hips of your dolly, so that you 
may know how much to draw in the material with the gathering thread. 

To finish the neck neatly, we must learn how to put on a bias 
binding. 

To cut a bias band, or strip, we must first get a true bias on the 
material. A square of material must be cut in a slanting line, from one 
corner to another. ‘This gives you a bias line from which you can cut 
a narrow, bias strip for binding. Measure with a piece of card or 
paper, all along the bias edge to keep the strip the exact width, as you 


- FOLD OF MATERIAL 


CENTER FRONT 


WAIST 


WITH RUNNING 
STITCH. 


cut. We want a strip half an inch wide to finish this neck. Pin the 
bias strip around the neck, on the right side of the garment. Arrange 
the gathers evenly in the front, baste, and sew with a running stitch, 
making a neat, narrow seam. (See neck sketch No. 1.) After you 
have finished, pull out the basting thread, and turn the strip over the 
raw edge to the wrong side of the waist. Crease the edge flat, and 
baste. Turn under the raw edge of the strip as if for a hem, and 
finish with the hemming stitch. (See neck sketch No. 2.) 

We are now ready to make the skirt part of the dress. Take 
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your tape, and after putting the waist on your dolly, measure from the 

waist to just below her knees, allowing for the lace, and for a hem. 

The skirt should be three times the width of the waist. First, join the 
skirt. Turn the hem, baste, and finish with 
the hemming stitch, then hem on the lace. 
(See hemming sketch.) 

Joining the waist to the skirt: Divide 
both the skirt and the waist into four parts, 
and notch. Lap the right side of the waist 
over the left, just the width of the hem, and 
sew firmly. Now, pin the skirt to the waist, 
right sides together, notches matching ex- 
actly. Be careful to have the seam in the 
back of the skirt. Run in the gathering 
thread and arrange the gathers evenly. 
Baste a straight strip with this seam, to make 

it strong. (See belt sketch.) Sew with a 
%2 running stitch, with now and then a back- 
% stitch, to keep the seam firm. Turn the 
strip over the raw seam, and crease flat. 
Turn the raw edge of the strip and baste, 
just as you did when finishing the neck. 
Finish with the hemming stitch. Hem the 
lace at the neck, and sew snappers on the 
back to fasten the dress together. 
Fasten the ribbon to the front and under each arm of the dress, 
so as to cover the belt line, and tie in a bow at the back. Tie a bow 
of the same ribbon in your dolly’s hair, when she wears this dress. 


A KIND WORD. 


How little it costs, if we give it a thought, 
To make happy some heart each day. 
Just one kind word or tender smile, 
As we go on our daily way. 
Perhaps a look will suffice to clear 
The cloud from a neighbor’s face, 
And the clasp of a hand in sympathy 
A sorrowful tear efface. 
It costs so little, I wonder why 
We give it so little thought. 
A smile, kind words, a glance or touch— 


What magic with them is wrought! 
—Selected by M. E. B. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Booster Friends—I see I will have to hurry if I get this letter 
in this month, but I will try not to fail Wee Wisdom. Well, this is 
Valentine month, the month in which we should start expressing universal 
Love to all our brothers, the world over; and we should continue to ex- 
press it throughout the year. Don’t you think Wee Wisdom is progressing 
nicely with all these fine stories and puzzles, and especially Peter Pan? 
My! Don’t he just make you wish you were out in the fields and woods 
having a jolly time, and especially at the Unity Farm, if you live near 
Kansas City > 

Let’s all try to get five subscribers to Wee Wisdom and earn one of 
those cute Peter Pan caps. I had a fine demonstration over one of my 
lessons that had been trying to make me some trouble, and a few days ago 
my instructor told me I was handing in some fine work. It is so easy to let 
the Spirit guide us in our studies and everyday affairs, that we wish every 
one might awaken to God’s great Truth. Hlere’s hoping that all will 
come out where the Light of Truth will shine on them, and guide them in 
all their ways. With much love to all the Boosters, until next month, 
I am yours in Truth, Earnest Balltzell. 


Earnest’s progress is very evident, and we are sure that all the 
Boosters rejoice with him in every good demonstration he makes. 
He is learning to let the one Mind think through him, and that is 
what makes his lessons so easy. 
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May E. Douglas, of New Orleans, La., writes to say that she 
is learning to let the voice of Wisdom within, instruct her in her 
studies. She has had a demonstration in healing, also. We are very 
glad of your good letter, May. 


Richmond, Va. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me several times, and I am al- 
ways glad to see you. I like your new dress, but best of all I like the 
Puzzle Page. ‘Will you tell me what it costs to join the Booster Club? 
I should like to join. One day my mother and I saw a statue of the three 
wise monkeys, which I asked her to buy for me. She explained to me 
what they mean. Yours in Truth, Rose May Richey. 
There is no expense attached to joining the Booster Club, Rose. 
We only ask that you codperate with the Wees in spreading sunshine, 
even to the darkest corners of the earth. 


Louisa A. Lord, of East Hartford, Conn., writes to say that she 
has just made the acquaintance of Wee Wisdom, and that she nape 
soon to join the Booster Club. 


George Paulus, Grand Rapids, Wis., has won a Peter Pan 
cap by sending five subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. Good for you, 
George! We know that cap will be most becoming to you. 


Bonita Mary Young sends for a pin and asks to be enrolled in 
the Booster Club. She lives very near the ocean, in Ocean Park, Cal. 
Wouldn’t it be interesting to receive a letter from her, telling us some- 
thing about the ocean and its secrets? 

Island Pond, Vt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very pleased with you in your new dress. 
I am glad there is going to be a Pollyanna Club. I have just finished the 
book of Pollyanna, and thought it splendid for everyone, especially for those 
who find fault all the time, over something or other. I shall not be able 
to be with our club this winter, but I expect to visit it next summer. Maybe 
you have forgotten which club I belong to. It is the Sweetbriar Booster 
Club, Campton, N. H. I came back to Vermont last June, and have 
been attending high school at Island Pond. I have had a holiday vaca- 
tion, but have to go back to school in the morning. If I go to Connecticut 
this summer, I may be able to write some stories for Wee Wisdom. Every-- 
thing in the little magazine is fine. The story of Peter Pan and the Star 
Stories, especially the letters by the Wee Wisdoms, are all so wonderful. 
I shall be glad to hear from some of you. I’m sure your letters would make 
me very happy, because I am away from my mother and home, and some- 
times get lonesome. With best wishes to all the Boosters, from your 

loving Booster, Lena Wyman, Box 529, Island Pond, Vt. 
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Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me twice, and I am very much 
pleased to see you. I like “The Little Gray House,” and the story of 
Peter Pan. I can work out the first puzzle. I should like to hear from some 
of the Wees. My address is 5118 Orcas St. Yours, truly 

Whilma E. Rawson. 
Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Royal—I am a girl of thirteen years, and have been getting 
Wee Wisdom about five months. I should like to join the Booster Club, 
and am sending twenty-five cents in stamps for a pin. I am waiting for 
January’s Wee Wisdom to come, so I can see how the rest of “The Little 
Gray House” comes out. I solved the first two puzzles, but can’t get the 
last one. I should like some of the Boosters to write to me. My address 
is, 1030 N. Central Ave. Your loving reader, Shirley Justice. 

It makes us all glad to welcome Shirley as a Booster. We know 
by her name that she is just and true and loving. She'll make a fine, 
substantial worker, we're sure. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am mailing you a small love offering which I 
am so happy to send, because I saved it myself by running errands for an 
old gentleman who lives near us and who has no one to go to the store for 
him. I should like some of the Boosters to write to me. My address is 
660 Jamaica Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. I am very interested in Peter Pan 
and Blanche’s Corner. But the best is “The Little Gray House at the 
End of the Lane.” Your loving Booster, Mabel Walz. 


Galena, Ill. 

Happy New Year, Wee Wisdom, and Happy New Year to all the 
Wees! My first letter of the new year shall be to you. You have 
visited us four months, and I have loved you dearly, from the first issue. 
We (that is my sister, Betty, and I) read you from beginning to end. The 
“Star Stories” are great favorites of ours, and we wonder if the January 
number will tell of the meeting of the planets with Mr. Sun to put him out 
of business. According to McCutcheon’s cartoon in the Chicago Tribune, 
he (Mr. Sun) is still doing business at the old stand. I am pleased each 
month to see that “The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane” is 
continued. I wish it might go on indefinitely, for I am sure all the other 
Wees enjoy it as much as my sister and I. The Wees’ letters to you are 
most enjoyable; and the children’s stories are so interesting and worth while. 
I suppose all the Wees have studied about General Grant, and know that 
Galena, IIl., was his home, and the home of several of his staff officers. 
Every year, on the 27th of April, his birthday is celebrated, and an address 
has always been given by a noted man. The former presidents, McKinley 
and Roosevelt, have both delivered addresses here. CGalena’s streets have 
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been trodden by many great men. I would be very pleased to hear from 
some of the Wees. My age is fourteen years. With great love to you and 
all the Wees, Nancy McKae. 

P. S. One of my most lovely Christmas presents, I consider, was my 
Booster pin. 

Thomson, IIl. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I just received the Wee Wisdom, also the little 
story, “Wee Wisdom’s Way.” I have read the little paper through, and 
am half way through the book. They are very nice. I should like to join 
the Boosters, if I may. Please tell me the price of your pins. With love 
to you all, Eula Isenhart. 

We are glad to welcome you as a Booster, Eula, and we know 
you will enjoy Wee Wisdom more than ever now, since you are one 
of us. The price of the pin is twenty-five cents. 

Hoboken, N: J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Today we had a club meeting. There were six 
children present. We had a very delightful time. I am going to copy and 
send you a little poem. I think it is a very nice one. Have no more to 
write, so I will close, with love to all the Boosters. Edna Podesta. 

Here is the poem Edna copied: 


NATURE’S REPORTERS 
Each cloud that floated in the sky 


Writes a letter in my book. 
Every aster in my hand 
Goes home loaded with a thought. 


There never was a mystery 

But ’tis figured in the flowers; 

Was never secret history 

But birds tell it in the bowers. 
—Emerson. 


Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—We have a little Booster Club here, and I am 


secretary. I am twelve years old. I am sending a little story I wrote, 
“Disobedience.” I never heard of this club until lately, but now I think 
it is fine. Yours truly, Esther Shipley. 


Connersville, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been reading about dolly’s union suit 
in the December number, and I am wondering if your dolly would like 
a French name? I am sure she would like to be called “Marie Jeanne.” 
My dollies are called Louise, Mary Jane, Dorothy, Maud, Virginia and 
Ellen Louise. The latter is my own name. This is the first time I have 
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seen Wee Wisdom, and I like it very much. If there are any Booster girls 
about my age (eleven) who would like to write to me, I should be very glad 
to hear from them, and I will answer their letters. My address is 224 N. 
Main Street. Yours truly, Ellen Louise McKu. 


» My! What a family you have, Ellen Louise! You could 
start a Booster Club right among your own children, very nicely. We 
thank you for suggesting the name “Marie Jeanne.” It is beautiful, 
and we will consider it. Now let us have other names from other 
readers, and at the right time we will choose from all of them and 
give Dolly the one that suits the most of us. 


Elk Rapids, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Wee Wisdom came to me as a Christmas present. 
I read all the stories and think they are all good. I am very much interested 
in the Booster Club, and I like the colors, object, motto and pin very much. 
What made you think of such a nice pin for the Club? I am enclosing the 
money for a pin, and would like to belong to the Club. I love to write 
stories better than anything else. I have written a lot of little ones, and 
one big one of fourteen or fifteen chapters; but I think they are not just 
the kind of stories that would suit Wee Wisdom, so I am going to try 
to write a suitable one and send it to you pretty soon. What kind of a 
report shall I make to you, and at what date shall I send it in? Hoping 
all the Boosters will always prosper, I am your loving reader, 
Esther Duckles. 
The Booster pin was selected, Esther, because it means “See no 
evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.” With the three wise monkeys be- 
fore us as a reminder, we find it easier to watch our eyes and ears and 
lips. Your reports to the Boosters should be in by the first of the 
month, and we feel sure you will have much to report of the different 
ways you find of boosting the good. 
Denver, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to join the Booster Club. I will live 
up to the rules and try hard to help others. Every month when | have 
finished reading Wee Wisdom, I will pass it on to someone else. Your 
loving reader, Margaret Brown. 
Splendid, Margaret! We are glad to have your name on our list. 


James Wilson, of Kansas City, Kansas, wants to be a Booster. 
We welcome you, James, and know you are going to do some real 
work in scattering sunshine. 


Nona Watson, president of the Cheerful Club, of Paola, Kansas, 
sends us greetings for a happy New Year. We are going to keep this 


year new until the very last day, so such greetings will always be 
in order. 
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Lewiston, Mont. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have just paid your fifth visit to me, and I 
like you better each time. The story of Peter Pan gave me an idea, and 
I trimmed my tree just like his. My sister and I want to become Boosters. 
My sister’s name is Thelma. We are enclosing the money for two pins. 


With love to you all, Hilda Bebb. 


We are glad to enroll you and Thelma in the Booster Club, 
Hilda. Write again and let us know what opportunities you find to 
radiate sunshine. 

Bailey, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have promised myself for a long time that I 
would write to you, and here is my letter. I am very fond of this little 
magazine, and find it a lot of fun to make out the puzzles. I live up in 
the mountains where there are not many people. We have ten pupils at 
our school this year, and I believe it is the largest school we have ever had. 
We are having cold weather here now. My brother and another boy and 
myself, went skating last night. There has not been very much snow. 
Yesterday we had all kinds of weather combined, but it ended in a snow 
storm, and all of the girls and boys at school had a snowball fight. It was 
great fun. I should like to hear from some of the Wees. With love to all, 

Helen McGraw. 


Des Moines, la. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses were paid to my 
home as a Christmas present to me from my mother, and I think it is about 
the finest present that could be given a girl or a boy. I have read Wee 
Wisdom from cover to cover, and am very much interested in the Booster 
Club, and would be much pleased if I might be allowed to join. Truth- 
fully yours, Lucille Walker. 


We are very glad to enroll your name, Lucile, and we can tell 
from the tone of your letter that you are going to make a true and 
loyal Booster. 

Winnipeg, Can. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have met you only once, but I must say you 
are a beautiful paper, and I appreciate reading your lovely stories. My 
thoughts rose to a higher plane when I read the Booster Club letters. This 
is certainly a good organization, and I enclose the price of a pin. I should 
like to know how I may become a member of the Peter Pan Club, and 
also how to earn a cap. With love and a “God bless you all,” I am your 


loving friend, Harold Brodie. 


We are sending you a copy of November Wee Wisdom, which 
explains about the Peter Pan Club and how to secure a cap. Peter 
Pan will be glad to welcome you to his happy band. 
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Cambridge, Mass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me for a year and a 
half, and I always look forward to your visits. I think the “Little Gray 
House” is a lovely story for the Wees. My girl friends agree with me 
that you are very nice. My aunt pays your traveling expenses. When you. 
come, I always look for Blanche’s Corner first. You are a Christmas 
present to me. I should like to correspond with some of the Wees. My 
address is 42 Creighton Street. Your loving reader, 

Mary Agnes Fitzpatrick. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dear Wees—Happy New Year! I had a lovely Christmas. The 
_ week before, we had a play. I wrote forty lines of it, and also took part. 
The next day we left for the city to visit my aunts and sisters, and we 
had such a lovely time. We also had a New Year dance, so you see my 
holidays were filled with good times. This is a wonderful day, except 
for a bank of fog in the valley. School is going along nicely. The first of 
February we have “Ex’s,” and then more later in the spring. I do want 
to pass, this year, and get into high school next year, even though it means 
leaving these wonderful hills and my darling little dog “Sport.” I am 
always glad to hear from any of the Wees who care to write. With love 
to you all, Harriet Eells. 

We are glad to know that Harriet is so desirous of succeeding in 
her studies, and we know that she will, for all the resources of the one 
Mind are open to her. 

Denver, Colo. 

Secretary of the Booster Club, Dear Friend—Will you please enroll 
me as a member of the Booster Club? I am ten years old and would 
like to know what I should do to be a good member. Inclosed please 
find twenty-five cents, for which send me a pin. My Auntie has three 
wise monkeys setting on her desk. I have just subscribed for the Wee 
Wisdom and think I shall like it very much. Your loving friend, 

Rose Winifred Draper. 

The object of the club, Rose, is to scatter sunshine, and to make 
the old world ever new with joy and unselfishness and goodwill. 
We're glad to welcome you, and know you'll make a real live worker. 


Indianapolis, Okla. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am aa little girl eleven years old, and I am 
writing for membership in the Booster Club. I have read the stories in 
Wee Wisdom, and like them very much. Please send me a Booster pin. 
I inclose twenty-five cents. From a new reader, Mildred Walsh. 


Marjorie Roehr, Box 64; Newman, Cal., would like to hear 


from some of the Boosters. 
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Imperial, Call. 
Dear Wees—I hope you all have as much to be thankful for as 
Ihave. I live on a farm in Imperial Valley. My father has a dairy, and 
our cows have green feed both summer and winter. We have a hundred 
of them to milk. After the corn is harvested, the corn stalks are cut with 
a binder, and then hauled to the silo to be run through the cutter; then 
they are blown through a pipe into the silo. After standing for three 
weeks, the corn stalks or silage is ready to be used for feed for the cattle. 
This silage keeps for years if properly packed, which is done by three men 
tramping it while filling. I have a mama pig and four baby pigs. I love 
to play with them in the mornings before I go to school. I carry water 
for them. We have chickens and pigeons and lots of calves. It is very 
warm here in the summer, 116 in the shade. My father has to be very 
careful not to get too much water on his alfalfa then, because if he does, 
it will scald. Eggs will cook if not gathered two or three times a day and 
put into a cooler. People that are healthy do not suffer from the heat, 
and Imperial Valley is a nice place to live. I hope you will not think 
my letter too long, but I do not want you to get a wrong impression of 
Imperial Valley; I will copy a verse for you, so you will know just how 
we feel about our home: 
I think the poets of every age 
And singers of every clime, 
Have put their lavish weather thoughts 
Extravagantly into rhyme; 
But I know now that all they wrote 
If reduced into verses small 
Would never touch the gloriousness 
Of Imperial in the fall. 
With best wishes I remain a Wee Booster, June Hartshorn. 


Adams, N. Y. 

Dear Royal—I am twelve and my little sister is seven. We want to 
join the Booster Club, and if you take them as young as five, my little 
brother Franklin would like to join. I gave Jane and Franklin Wee Wis- 
dom for their Christmas present, and we have all come to be interested in 
the Booster Club. We think Wee Wisdom a dear little magazine. We 
had a very happy Christmas this year; after breakfast we had our presents 
and among them Grandmother gave me “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and 
Jane, “Treasure Box,” and Franklin, “Sir Smile-Ups.” My mother has 
been in bed two years, and my grandmother has come to live with us. 
We have a little Wee Wisdom Sunday School all by ourselves every 
Sunday morning, Grandma, Jane, Franklin and myself. As there are no 
little prayers given in the lessons, I am going to have some ready for each 
one. I have copied a verse for next Sunday, but I cannot compose my 
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little prayer until I can see what the next lesson is about. I am sending - 
a love offering to Wee Wisdom. In December number, Margurite Reese 
asked the Boosters to help her overcome the fault of criticizing others. I 
have the same fault to overcome. Yesterday we spoke a little prayer for 
her, and I wrote this little verse: 

When Jesus Christ we obey 

All criticisms pass away. 

I think t’would be the greatest fun 

To look for the best in everyone. 

Your loving reader, Mildred R. Bickford. 

We are glad to extend word of welcome to Mildred, Jane and 
little Franklin. He is quite old enough to boost for all that is good 
and true. We would like to include the dear grandmother among 
‘our Boosters, for we are sure she is in the spirit of one. We will all 
boost together for the healing of Mildred’s mother. Let this be our 
Word: “The Spirit of Him who raised up Jesus now quickens your 
mortal body.” : 

Isabelle Gathman, of Treynor, Iowa, writes to tell us how much 
she enjoys the Puzzle Page. She also sends the solutions to the 
December puzzles. Good for you, Isabelle. 

Eileen Howell is moving from Boise, Idaho, to San Francisco, 
Cal. Her address will be 3954 Fulton Street, and she would be glad 
to correspond with other Wees. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Please put this story in one of your Wee Wis- 
doms. I have tried often to write one good enough for you, and at last 


I have succeeded. Good bye. Your true friend, Pauline Stitt. 


WHAT HELEN DID 

PAULINE STITT, age 10 
“Oh, dear! I wish I could think of a way for us to make money, 
so our club could pay for the things we wish to give to the hospital; 
but I can’t think of a single way,” said Helen Brown, as she was 
walking home from school with her friend, Jane Parlin. ‘Neither 
can I,” said Jane. “It seems to me I’ve thought of every thing.” 
They talked of one thing and then another, but no plan seemed to 
be the right one. Both went home, without figuring out a way to 
earn the money. That night when Helen went to bed, she said in her 
prayers, ““Dear Lord, please make me think of some way to earn that 
money.” By and by she thought of a way. It was to mend things 
with glue. In a day or two, there was a little sign in Helen’s window. 
It read: “Miss Helen Brown and Miss Jane Parlin will mend dolls, 
toys and china.”” And they earned enough money to buy a good many 
things for the hospital. Every one was glad. 
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Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 15, 1920.. 
PETER AND CORNELIUS.—Acts 10:30-48. 
GoLDEN TExt—The same Lord is Lord of all—Romans 10:12. 


Cornelius, a good man, was praying, when there appeared to him a 
vision of a man dressed in bright apparel. This man told Cornelius that his 
prayer was heard, and he told him also that in Joppa there was a man 
called Peter who could explain to him all the things he wanted to know. 
So Cornelius sent for Peter, who explained to him about the life of Jesus, 
how he healed the sick and raised the dead; he told him of the crucifixion, 
which Jesus himself said was necessary, and the resurrection, which shows 
what is to take place in our own lives. Through the teaching of Peter, 
Cornelius learned wonderful things. He learned that Jesus Christ min- 
istered to all alike, whether they were rich or poor, good or bad (so-called), 
and he learned that the one God is the God of all. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why did this man come to Cornelius in a vision? Because Cornelius 
was a good man and believed in prayer. 

Why did Cornelius need Peter? Peter could tell him of Jesus, of 
whom he had not heard as yet. 


- HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—AIl men are the children 
of God and brothers of Jesus Christ. 


Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 22, 1920. 
PETER DELIVERED FROM PRISON.—Acts 12:1-19. 
GOLDEN TEXT—The angel of Jehovah delivers. 


This is a beautiful story of how Peter was delivered from prison by 
the angel of the Lord. King Herod had Peter put into prison, bound with 
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chains, and guarded by two soldiers. At the door were other soldiers. 
Peter’s friends were praying for him, and one night as he was sleeping 
between his guards, an angel came and touched him and said to him, 
“Rise up quickly.” Peter rose and his chains fell away. The angel then 
told Peter to put his garment around him, and follow him. Peter did as 
the angel told him. They passed the guards, who still slept, and came to 
the iron gates of the prison which opened before them of their own accord. 
After they had passed through the gates, the angel left Peter, who knew 
now that the Lord had delivered him. He went to the house of his friends 
who had been praying for him, and they were amazed to see him, perfectly 
free. When the guards at the prison learned of Peter’s deliverance, they 
could not understand how it had occurred, but Peter knew that it was due 
to the prayers of his friends, and to the power of God. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Explain in your own words the deliverance of Peter from the prison. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—The angel of the Lord 
guides and guards us. 


Lesson 9, FEBRUARY 29, 1920. 
PETER WRITES ABOUT CHRISTIAN LIVING—I Peter 
2:1-5, 11, 12, 19-25. 


GoLDEN TEXT—A Christian is one who lives the life of Christ and 
does the works of Christ. 


This lesson is about a letter written by Peter to the Christians. The 
letter explains that living as the Bible teaches, is like food to the body, 
making it well and strong and splendid. He tells them that they must think 
only good, pure thoughts, and speak only good words. He explains beau- 
tifully how Jesus did all these things, and how he loved the people, and 
always returned good for evil. This is what made Jesus such a wonderful 
man, and is one of the reasons he was able to do such marvelous works. 
Jesus knew that his body was the temple of God, and living as he lived 
will make our bodies beautiful temples in which God will dwell. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Tell in your own words the effect of right thoughts and words in our 
bodies and in our lives. 

What was the attitude of Jesus when he was treated unkindly? His 
attitude was always one of love and forgiveness. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSSON—My body is the temple of 
God. 
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Lesson 10, Marcu 7, 1920. 
JOHN WRITES ABOUT CHRISTIAN LOVE.—John 4:7-21. 


GoLDEN TExT—Beloved, if God so loved us, we also ought to love 
one another.—I John 4:11. 


Jesus’ disciples had gone on into the city to buy food, and he was 
waiting for them at Jacob’s well. A Samaritan woman came to draw 
water, and Jesus asked her for a drink. The Samaritans and the Jews were 
not on friendly terms, so the woman was very much surprised at his request, 
and she told him that she thought it strange that he should ask her for a 
drink. Then Jesus said to her, “If you knew who I am you would have 
asked me for a drink, and I would have given you living water.” The 
woman, not understanding what Jesus meant, said, “You have nothing to 
draw water with, and are you greater than our father Jacob who gave us 
the well?” Jesus explained to her about the Water of Life, and how we 
draw it to us through faith in God and prayer to him. Then the woman 
asked Jesus for this Water of Life, and she brought her friends, and Jesus 
taught them the wonderful truth about Life and its source. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Explain what we mean by the “Water of Life.” 
How are we given the Water of Life? Through faith and prayer. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—The Water of Life 
cleanses and heals me. 


TO THE ROBIN 


Peccy Age 15 
The robin from his swaying limb, 
Carols sweet his morning hymn. 
Now he warbles loud and long, 
Filling the throbbing air with song. 


Then softly sings the gentle bird, 

So low his notes are scarcely heard; 
But suddenly, a burst of song, 

Pours from his throat, so shrill and long 
As if his dear heart could not hold 

The wealth of song he would unfold. 


Oh! gentle bird, forever blest, 
Who e’er would think within thy breast, 
Such wondrous music e’en could dwell, 
And from thy throat in raptures swell. 
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MARTHA WASHINGTON—VALENTINE 
rok blustery February day some years ago, a small red- 


haired girl sat looking disconsolately at the body of a 
large doll. She looked at the body for the very good rea- 
2 son that there was no head at which to look. 
“Tt’s no-use, Mother,” she sighed. ““She’s just as dead 
as can be, and it’s no fun talking to her when she hasn’t any 
head.” 


“Well, dearie, why not play with one of the other dollies for a 
while,” hopefully suggested the mother; “‘there’s Eva, or—” 

“Oh, they’re all little. ‘This one is just as big as a baby. I wish 
I had a rag doll, like Mildred’s.” 

“Why, maybe,—’”’ the mother considered a moment, “maybe we 
could put a rag head on that one.” 

“Oh, let’s do, Mother, and you can draw a face.” The clouds 
were all gone—the freckled face was beaming. She already saw her 
child alive and beautiful, restored to her waiting arms. 

The next two hours were filled with pleasant activity. The big 
rag bag was hauled out, and some stout muslin chosen. When the 
head had been cut out, the face was sketched on it lightly with pencil, 
then, as the mother gained courage, filled in more heavily with ink. 
The effort could hardly be called artistic, but there were the usual 
number of eyes, a nose, mouth, and even two capital E’s in the proper 
position for ears. To the enthusiastic child the result was perfect— 
or would have been but for one detail. 

“What shall we do for hair, Mother >” 

“Maybe I can draw some, parted on the side.” 

“T’d so much rather it was real hair, Mother. Couldn’t we fix 
real hair on, some way?” All the wigs in the toy box were brought 
out. There were blonde ones and brown curly ones, but none of them 
would fit. The head was not exactly regulation shape. It was rather 
broad from ear to ear, and rather thin from the back to the front. But 
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the mother was nothing if not resourceful. Being the mother of the 
red-haired, freckled young lady, she had to be. 

“‘Let’s go up to the attic,” she said, “and look in my trunk.” 

With a shriek of delight, the small girl bounded up the stairs. 
Mother’s trunk was a magic box, from which came all sorts of wonder- 
ful and unexpected surprises. There was sure to be just the right thing 
in it. Her faith was rewarded. From the very bottomest bottom, in 
the farthest corner, Mother drew a gray wig. It had been used by the 
small girl’s big brother when he had enacted the part of George Wash- 
ington in a school entertainment. 

The gray hair was tastefully arranged on the rag head, a green 
dress with white braid was made, and the lady was ready for inspec- 
tion. Her mistress was bubbling over with pride. 

“She’s beautiful, Mother. She’s the very nicest dolly of all, but 
we haven't named her.” 

“Considering her hair,” said the mother thoughtfully, “‘wouldn’t 
it be a good idea to call her ‘Martha Washington’ >” 

And Martha Washington she was, from that day forward. 

Because the next day was February fourteenth, the rag lady was 
always looked upon more or less as a valentine. Surely no valentine 
was ever loved more thoroughly or faithfully, or brought more hap- 


piness than did Martha Washington to the small red-head and her 


little friends. 


The puzzle page was crowded out this month, but it will appear in the 
March Wee Wisdom. 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 
(1) Sun (fish), moon and star (fish), cat (fish), gold and silver 
(fish), pike (fish), ink (fish), dog (fish), globe (fish), flying (fish), 
jelly (fish). | 
(2) Dover, Tallahassee, Boston, Charleston, Montgomery, Provi- 
dence, Olympia, Harrisburg. 
(3) Hemlock, cottonwood, date palm, pear, dogwood. 


A SLEEPY SONG 


Down in the Valley of Drowsyland, 
Guarded by Walls of Sleep, 

Walks there a Shepherd with staff in hand, 
Guiding his flock of sheep. 

Out from the shade of the Dreamland tree 
Comes one, then two, 

Then two and three, 

And after the two come three and four, 


Who follow him on to the sheepfold door. 


The Shepherd sings and his voice is low, 
But flocks are hard to drive. 

After one comes two, then three and four, 
And following four are five, 

Then five and six, 

And seven and eight, 

Pass sleepily in through the sheepfold gate, 
And close by the eight come nine and ten, 
But the Shepherd goes back to call again. 


Down in the Valley of Drowsyland, 
Guarded by Walls of Sleep, 

From under the Dreamland tree there come 
Eleven and twelve white sheep. 

First one, then two, 


Then three and four, 


And after the five and six come more. 


But the thirteenth sheep is sleepy and late, 
So the Shepherd carries him through the gate. 
—Irene Elliott Benson. 
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